t be ffijforte cf 

The very bottome and the foule ofHope, 

Thevcry lift,the very vtmoft bound 
Ofall our Fortunds. 

Dow. Fayth,and fowéfhoufid, 

Wherc now remaines a fwcet reuerfion. 

Wemay boldly fpend vponthehopeofwhatthstocojnem 
A comfort ofretircmcnt liues in this. 

Hot. Arandcuous,ahomctofly vntö, 

JfthattheDiuclland Mifchancc lookcbig 
Vpon thc maydenhcad ofoiir aflfeires. 

Wor. Butyct l wotild your Father had bécn hcefe: 

The qualitic and heire of ourattempt 
Brookcs no deuifion,it will be tliougHt 
By forne, that know notwhy heis away, 

That vvifedome, loyalty, andtnetre diflike 
Ofourproceedings, kept theEailéfröm hence. 

And thinkfc, hdW fuch an appreherifioh 
May turne the tide of fearefull faflion. 

And breed a kind of queftion in our caufe; 

For,well you know,weofthe oflfringfide, 

Muft kccpc aloofc from ftrifl arbitrement, * 

And ftop all fight-hdfcs.ctrefy loope, from whence 
The eyc ofreafon may pric iri vponvs: 

This abfencc of yeur Father drawes a curtaittc, 

That fliewes the ignorant, a kind of feare 
Beforenotdreamtöf. ? 

Hot. You rtraine toofarrfe. . 

I rather of his ab fence make this vfi, 

Itlcndes a luftrc and more great opinion, 

A iarger dare to your great entérprfee, 

Then if the Harlc vy er c heere : for men muft thmke, 

If we without his heljbe' can make ahead 
Topufli againft thc Kihgdorue, with his helpe, 

We /hall, or turne it topfie turuy downc: 

Yet all goes well, yet all eiirioyfits atewhoté. 

Dowg. As heart can thinkc.thcreis not fuch a word 
Spoke ofin ScotlMtd, at this deame qffeare. 

■&ai?Si?‘l$h.'Öemn. ' ^ 
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Henrie tbe fottrth. 

H«t. My coofen Vemo», welcomc by njy foule. 

Ver. Pray Godmynewes be wortb a wclcome,I,ord. 
The Harlc of JVeJimerlard i fcauen thoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherward j, with Priiice/ffe. 

Hot. No harme,w hat more? 

Ver. Aiiöfurthcr.I hauc learnd, 

The King himfelfein perfon hath fetfoorth. 

Or hi therwards in tended fpeedily, 

With ftrpng and mightie preparation. 

Hot. He ihall be,welcomc too 5 Whereis his Sonne, 
The nimbtc- foo ted madea p,Prince of Wales, 

And his Cumrades, that da ft thc world afide, 

And bid it pafle? 

Ver. All furni/ht? allin Armes? 


Bay ted like Eagl«,hauing latcjy bath’d, 

Glittering in golden Coatcs like Imagcs^ 

As full of fpirit as the montli of May, 

Andgorgiouj as theS.u,nnc,at Midfomraer; 

V^anton as yo uthfull Goates,wildcas yoyng Buls: 

I faw young Harry with his Beucr on, 

“CuOics on his thighes,gallantiy arnjde, 

Rifc from the grotind like feathered Mercury .. 

AndI vaultcd with fuch cafeinto his fcate, 

As ifan Angell dropt downe from the.Cloudcs, 
i.o turne and vviijdc a ficry Pegajtts, 

Andwitch the world withnofie Hoifc-manihip. 

Ti ■ Ct ' r niy ^ c ä nomore > worfethen theSunnein Marc] 
Ä.11S pray fe dotfvnouriih Aguesj let thcmcome, 
i hey ccme like Sacrifices iii their trim. 

And to thefire-eydemayde of frnokie Warre, 

A 1 hot and blceding,will we offer them; 

1 hé tna vled Mars /hall on his Altar CiX " 

Vp to tneearcs in Blood. I am on fire " 
f oheare thisnch reprizallis fo nigh: 

And y ct not ours. Come,!et me take mv Horfe, 

Whois to bearemelikea thunder-bolt; 

Agaiirft the bofom j of thc Tnnce ofw.Ma, 

Sf. 2 




























